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(And you just sit here 
until you write every 
word one hundred 
times. Do you 

derstand? 


|/ And when you finish your school work, ANOTHER BATH? .. . Suffering cats . . 1 had 
you're going to take a bath. "1 (\. one Saturday .. . SUFFERING CATS! ! 
») , 


HUCKLEBERRY, FINN 


We'll tie him up and put 
his hat on a tree. 


have fun now, 
Huck. Look! 


me. All the fun I get is at 
our secret night meetings. 


Jim'Il be talkin’ about 
how he got bewitched 
"a — for the next ten years . . . 
Help! . . . I'se bewitched! De witches We gotta hurry now. 
done tied me up .. . and hunged up ‘ 
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We'll become a bond of robbers. til join. . . it we're 
fveryone who wants to join got to goin’ to do exciting 
write his name in blood PPA things. 


1 got secret 
news by my spies that a 
parcel of rich Arabs is camping 
nearby with elephants and mules loaded 
down with diamonds. We'll ambush them. 


It's the signal for us 
to meet! Something 
big must be up! 


You got to 
enchanted into imagine those 
children! Charge! / things 


—_ " 
1}7 A Sunday School picnic! Yes 
said there were Arabs with 


Vil take those They‘re 
diamonds! peanuts! 


fine thing! | come along to 
Join the Sunday School picnic, 
and find this disgrace! . .. And 
using my broomstick! Ill lay it 
over your hide, Huckleberry! 


HOCKLEBERRY FINK 


Surrender ...0f Wis 


Vil run you broomstick 
through with my ) || butt 


surrender. 


HUCK FINNI 


i LL 


UCK GETS, NOT ONLY A 

WHIPPING, BUT MORE — 

SEVERE PUNISHMENT IN 
THE FORM OF ADDITIONAL 
SCHOOL WORK AND THE 
LEARNING OF HYMNS AND 
PRAYERS. IN DESPAIR, HE 
CONSULTS JIM WHO HAS A 


_ HAIR-BALL WHICH IS SAID TO 


FORETELL THE FUTURE... 


What does it say? 
Why do you look so 
ed? 


It say yoh 
headin’ foh 

) trouble, Mars‘ 
Huck. Pow‘ful 
lot ob trouble 
comin’ very 


ts my trouble that )/ Yoh trouble! Dis 
bad? time it's my 
trouble ... De 


hair-ball say # 
gwyne ta have a 
heap ob it! 


Lia _ 


g 


Wh M4 
(VA 


Glory be! Ah don’ want to get sold. UCK’S TROUBLES Al 


Look at, yal Starchy clothes, ~\ (You can't! ) 
Ryal $ a That don’t stop me 
roar eaten ya ite be judge Thatcher ¥’that money is signed over from touchin’ je 
r... And they son. I'll get that » 
t . Legally, 9 = 
say ya ot money. I'll take that pdt te Ste a gaily Bie) seamp from the 
money from ya! . " Widow Douglas. 


WUCKLEBERRY FINN 


y A 
[ LATER AT THE WIDOW DOUGLAS’... | . You don’t want to go with your 
ee A father, do you, Huck? 


T just received a court summons... Old Wy DO™t worry, Mrs. 


+ Douglas. The law 
Finn has asked to be Huckleberry’s legal J ovgles. the | 


guardian. That awful tramp wants to / No. He'd beat the 
take Huck from me. . daylights outa me . 
1 don't like living ar 


the widow's either. But, 
Vd choose HER to HIM, 
et ae 4 


ur A NEW JUDGE IS ON THE BENCH AND FAILS TO 
BYUNDERSTAND . 


A boy should not be separated from\f You see! You're goin’ 

his father. Families should remain with me, Huck! 4 We'll cross over to the Illinois 
shore. | got a cabin there... and 
you'll stay in it. 


HUCK’S FATHER KEEPS A CLOSE WATCH OVER HIM, HIDING THE 

KEY UNDER HIS PILLOW WHEN HE SLEEPS . . . AND CONCEALING 

THE SKIFF WHILE HE GOES HUNTING. HUCK HAS NO CHANCE TO [~~ 
See 


Soon as I lock yew ins «hie. . 
I'm goin’ to kill you . 
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Where are you? Angel FINALLY, EXHAUSTING HIMSELF . . . 
paar WORE ARE “ Gosh! He's lying on the door 


Git up! What are you I'm goin’ to 

doin’ with that gun? town to buy 
some things. 
You git out 
and gather 
some wood. 


Someone was tryin’ to get 
in, | was ready fer him. 


A drift canoe! What fuck! I'll 
swim out and get it. 


EARFUL THAT HIS 
FATHER MIGHT 
WAKE UP AT ANY 
MINUTE TO KILL 
HIM, HUCK TAKES 
UP A GUN AND 
SITS NEAR 

HIS FATHER, 
GUARDEDLY. BUT 
HUCK FALLS 
ASLEEP... 


1 got to run away as soon as 
he gets out of sight... 1 got 4 
to. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


"4 
HUCK SHOOTS A WILD PIG i'll look like someone broke in 
is AND KNIFES IT. illed me! 
P They'll think 
dered . . i 


IA SOSM[ irs my blood! 


I got to do away EXT HUCK WEIGHTS THE PIG DOWN WITH ROCKS AND 
with my body .. . I’ DUMPS IT IN THE RIVER. WITH THE BODY DISPOSED 
to the river OF, HUCK DRIFTS AWAY . .. INTO A PLENTIFUL 


SUPPLY OF ADVENTURES! He 


Bec. HEADS UP THE 
MISSISSIPPI, FOR A 
PLACE WHERE HE IS 
SURE HE WILL BE 
SAFE... A HEAVY- 
TIMBERED CLUMP. 
OF LAND KNOWN 
AS JACKSON'S 
ISLAND ...WHICH 
4S RARELY VISITED 
BY, ANYONE...» 


CLASSIC COMICS 
pay 


IT WAS BELIEVED 
>| THEN THAT IF 
LOAVES OF BREAD 
WERE FLOATED 
BY. QUICKSILVER 
PLACED INSIDE 
THEM . . . THEY 
WOULD REACH A 
DROWNED BODY. 


A FEW MOMENTS LATER, HUCK HEARS THE TOOT 
OF A FERRY-BOAT. FROM A SAFE PLACE HE 


WATCHES , 


Lae 


Maybe the body washed 
Me ( ashore and tangled in 
some underbrush. 


ONE FOOT CLOSER . . . AND HUCK WOULD 
REALLY HAVE HAD A CORPSE TO OFFER THEM. 


\ y, N 
HY | could have swore he There ain't no use lookin’ 


headed for this island. any more. Nobody liere - . af 
ob, iS 
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amp-fire . . . SOMEONE 
ELSE IS ON THE ISLAND. 


HUCK TREADS TOWARD ir PROYL There’s @ man 
CAUTIOUSLY. gaps AN under that blanket. 


J ain't dead, Jim. Look, ¥ tewdy 
I'm prickin’ my finger q ™e! You 
‘end real blood’s runnin’ \ * teal! 
. ++ That shows I'm no . 


Look! & house! We might 
pick up some things we 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


Sure ...1 wanted folks to 
think I'm dead, so’s they’d 
leave me be, But what are 


A you doing here, Jim? 


J overheard Miss Watson say sho 
gwyne fo sell me... So! lit out J 
fast. Ah figures ain't no one al 


comin’ to Jackson's ff es 
6S 


se 
f Vil stay with! 
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Dat man waren't sleepin’, Huck. He's 
dead! Let's get outa dis house fast! 


Wait! Here's some 
clothes and stuft we 
can use. 


Why do we need dresses foh : ee You shoh kin... if 
- . an’ sunbonnets? meas : you keeps yoh legs 
See E closer together! 
‘- Can J pass as a girl, 
Jim? 


a = <2 Ee 


Cara 


4, 


PADDLING TO A SMALL ILLINOIS TOWN, HUCK 
STOPS AT THE FIRST HOUSE HE SEES . . . 


HUCKLEBERRY Fl 


Where do you come WPSarah Williams, Ma'am . . . You must be done in, ¥ ! coulda’t 
from? What's your I'm from Hookerville, seven miles honey. Stay and rest. | Ma‘am, | 
name? below. My mother’s sick ...1 come Take off your bonnet. / have to get 
to tell my uncle Abner Moore who sy 
lives in this town. Unele 
Abner. 


Huck Finn . . haven't you heard? . . 
Folks say the runaway slave did it . . - 
There‘s a reward for him...and | know 
Sit down. My husband will be along soon, \ where he ist c 
and go with you . . . He’s been away so e 
much these days... ever since ¢=——~_| You know where the 
the murder of poor Huck. runaway is? 


Il let on to you, 
but don't you let on to 
no one else. The slave Jim is at 
Jackson's Island. ve been seeing stare as Bed eg 
smoke rising from there. My etd dee as Lae Batter abate 
husband and some friends are cued see 2 ONE iF 


going over tonight! 


THUS, HUCK HEARS THE STORY OF 

HIS MURDER .. . AND THE STARTLING 
NEWS THAT JIM IS SUSPECTED OF HAVING 
DONE AWAY WITH HIM. 
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Honey, | thought you © +. . Sarah Mary 


What did you say your My name? ... 
mame was, honey? >, M-Mary Williams. first said it was Sarah. ) Williams . . . Mary’s 
. my middle name... 

ij Some calls me one, 


some the other. . 
some both, 


Missed! You try it, 
honey. 


SN 


nian 
uc 


by WN / 
q Mig 
* a 
You hit him! My, that was a good throw! 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


Why not? What's your hurry, Bob? . . Or 
Tom? or Bill? . .. Come now, ! KNOW 
you're a boy. I knew when you threw 
the lead pipe. 


When ¢ woman throws something, she hitches 
herself up on tiptoe, and fetches her hand up 
over her head. 


George Peters. I'm a 
runaway... My mother and 
father died, and the law 
bound me out to a mean old 
farmer. I couldn't stand it 
no longer .. . You won't tell 
on me? 


And when a girl catches something in 
her lap, she throws her knees apart... 
doesn’t clamp them together like you 
did. 
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4f you get into any trouble, call on me... 
and don’t forget your name is George ... nof 


Look! A raft! Ah see: floatin’ ¥ 
by and swum out foh it. Ah 
figures we kin always use a raft. 


. Help ) Cairo, Mlinois, 
us git to the free town ob-ob . . . ?/ But looky 
yonder, Jim! 


She’s wrecked. Let's land on her. We may | 
pick up some more stuff we can use. 


We gwyne to pick up somethin’ we cain’t 
use nothin’ more of. And dat’s trouble! 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


I got a better idea. Let's shove fer shore with 
the load and leave him here. 

This wreck'll break in tess than V’rhops whar 
two hours... he'll be drowned. J we'll dot 


Murderers! We got to find thei ] [But how'll we git out?) She must of broke loose! 
boat and send it drifting so they ] | Our raft is done gone! / We've gof to find their 
can't get away. Then we'll get 

the sheriff after them! 


> 


Ah smelled 
trouble fohm 


There's the fam... 
skiff!’ Hurry! But I 
thinks 
we gwyne to 
git there 
second best. 
Here dey 
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A good drowning will serve our |-7 Wait! We fergot to take his 
triend right. cash . . . and he’s got plenty 
7 of it! Let's go back for it. 


We got to work fast! 
They'll be back any 
minute! 


+ ++ If de sheriff don’ 
git after us! 


SUDDENLY THEY SPY A 

OBJECT FLOATING AHEAD... 
RAFT! HUCK DIRECTS JIM TO GET 
ABOARD IT... 


Float down about two miles and show 
a light. When | finish, I'll follow the 
light and get to you. i 


SKIMMING SOFTLY 
THROUGH WATERS, HUCK 
DRAWS ALONGSIDE A 
FERRYBOAT AND SEEKS OUT 
THE WATCHMAN. THE 
MOMENT HE FINDS HIM, HE 
BURSTS INTO TEARS . .. 


What's the 
trouble, Bub? 


Pap and Mam... They're in 
trouble . . . Are you the night 
watchman? P 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


Im captain, owner, mate, pilot, Now, what's this about your 
watchman, and head deck-hand. t pap and mom? 

Gin't as rich as old Hornbeck, but 

1 wouldn't trade places with him. 

A sailor's life's the life for me. 4 


Pe id his Us 
By Jockson, I'd like to... but who Hetliback could: 


would pay for the rescue work? 


Why, this is Trigger Mike and that’s “Bad” 
Bloke! Thought you said the boy’s Pap and 
Mom needed rescuing? 


We were all on the 
steamboat that got wrecked 
on the rock. | worked my 
way free and came for help. 
Please help them! 
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it’s the Mississippi again. We must've fe 
° FOING ASHORE ON A 


Den I still ain't free! 
Woe is me! WOODED STRIP OF LAND, 


THEY FIND BERRIES AND 
CATCH FISH, WHICH 
THEY COOK OVER A LOW 
FIRE. THEIR REPAST 
FINISHED, THEY ARE 
ABOUT TO PULL OUT 


KIGVY, 7 . aioe WHEN .. « 
<ypu=e z 


ili 


\ 


are a-coming! townfolks after) { article to take tartar off 
you? teeth. But it took the enamel 
off, too, What was yours? 


‘ 
Nay Wait! Save us! Dogs and men Why was the 7 been selling them an 


4 been runnin’ a little tempérance revival . . - Let’s team up! | can cure \! can throw theater 
making five and six dollars a night . . . when people of paralysis, acting in... It’s @ 
the word got around that J been drinking on warts, and dandruff .«+ ¥ deal, partner . - 
4 and tell fortunes. and the boy'll work 
< with ust 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 
HUCK DOES NOT FOR ONE MOMENT DOUBT THAT HE IS MIXED 
THEY ARE FRAUDS ON A GRAND SCALE! 


igewater, | am the late 
It is espec’lly humiliating for me to have int Looy seventeenth, son of 
| fallen to this. Me... duke! The Duke Looy sixteen ...1 escaped from the 
A. of Bridgewater! Bastilly to America and been / 
wondering these many years. 


7 
There’s a town. We'll go What about the 
ashore and start work. runawey darky? He’s no runaway. He 
wos my pa's. And my 
pa died. | was the, only 


> 
one to ‘herit him. 


| got it! We'll 
get ourselves 


WHETHER THE DUKE AND DAUPHIN BELIEVE 

HUCK’S STORY IS SOMETHING THAT TIME ALONE 
WILL TELL. IN ANY EVENT, THEY HIDE JIM ON THE 
RAFT AND MAKE A SCOUTING TRIP ABOUT TOWN. 
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You who are black with sin! 1...1, @ poor sinner, 
You who gre worn and soiled wants to be saved! 
and suffering! Come, you 

sinners, and be saved! Who 

will be saved? 


I was a pirate for thirty years in 
the Indian Ocean. I came back for 
@ fresh crew .. . but I'm saved 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


I'd go right back to the Indian we'll give you the — 
Ocean and reform the 


money! Let's take up) 
pirates! I'd go... if | had the @ collection! 
passage money! Last night I y 
was robbed of my lost cent! 2 la (" 


yes: 


your 


4 fi 


eighty-seven 
eighty-five . . 
not counting 
the three 

dollars spent 
on whiskey. 


STARRING THE 
WORLD RENOWNED 
TRAGEDIANS 


VIO 
YOUNGER 
EDMUND) KEAN THE 
ELOER 
BOTH, FRESH FROM 
LONDON TRIVMPHS 


ADMISSION 


THE RAFT REACHES 
A JUNCTURE IN 
THE RIVER ON 
EITHER ‘SIDE OF 
WHICH A TOWN IS 
BUILT. THE DUKE 
AND DAUPHIN 
INVADE ONE 
TOWN TO BUY 
STORE CLOTHES 
FOR THEMSELVES 
... AND WITH 
HUCK PLAN TO 
“DO” THE OTHER 
TOWN. 


Lo) 


1 didn’t think they'd know the 
difference. 


Nearly But we can’t risk 
one doing the show 
hundred | again. We'll have to 
dollars! scheme up 


fi "4 
something else. We got to get rid 


of them they’re mean ones 
somehow, Jim. to shake off 


No one will take him for a negro 
slave. Hold still now! 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 
\ Ne 


Seein' how we're dressed, WRight! Paddle us to RIDING TOWARD THE STEAMBOAT, CLOSE 
we better arrive from the steamboat, Huck. TO THE RIVER BANK, THEY SPOT A YOUNG 
some big place like St. We'll come down to MAN SEATED ON A LO’ 
Louis or Cincinnati. <> the village on her. ¢ 

We'll leave Jim on JNwaM | Where you Vf For the 

the raft. = .| bound for, By steamboat . . 


>, young man? 
ee 


- 


When | first saw 
you, | thought sure 
it was Harvey Wilks. and 
his brother William. But I 
reckon they ain't coming at all. 
Maybe they didn’t get the letter Peter Wilks, the brother, 
saying Harvey's an heir. lives in the next village ... 
Well, he died and left his 
money to Harvey. But 


ee 
Harvey lives in England. {<= | 
& a 


I'm going to Orleans and from there catch BY THE TIME THEY NEAR 
a boat to Rio Janeiro to live with my uncle, THE ete Nad 
c PAIR HAVE DR: 
Good! He'll be 
FROM THE YOUNG MAN 

out of our way! ‘A COMPLETE 
DESCRIPTION OF THE 
WILKS FAMILY... THEN 
THE YOUNG MAN 
BOARDS THE 
STEAMBOAT . . . BUT 
THE FRAUDS HAVE =~ 
OTHER PLANS... 


My good man, where is }/ Last house W Our poor 
the Wilks residence? on this brother ..- 
square... | OUF poor 
4 brother... 


Uncle Harvey! Uncle ‘Mary Jane! Our dear ‘| | Harvey, William, and \/Sir, how dare you doubt 
William! niece, Mary Jane... your servant..Hmm..) us, after we travelled 
none of you talk like thousands of miles for 
Englishmen. our poor brother's 
- | \ tuneral . . . 


THE FUNERAL HAS NOT YET TAKEN PLACE... Pap left a letter for you, 
THE COFFINSIS STILL IN THE PARLOR. THE FRAUDS telling about the money. I'll 
WIMPATIENTLY. PAY THEIR WEEPING RESPECTS TO fetch it. 
TRE DEAD, THEN . . . 


About the The inheritance? 
: inheritance ...)\ Oh yes... 
ish {a 
Lt A ys 
A\ ss K 


PND 


_ HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


-_ 


We're in! . . But | }/We'll fix him. He can’t All six thousand dollars . . . to 
don't like the _4/ think we're frauds. Mary Jane ... and we'll get it 
doctor's Would frauds give up back later some way. 


llr That's @ great 
Lif i > i z Bs ideat .. 
oy ty ~ ly 3 ih / 
y : 


MARY JANE (S Take this six thousand dollars and 
(JOVERWHELMED WHEN invest it for me any way you wish. 
HER “UNCLES” HAND 7 
HER THE SIX 
THOUSAND DOLLARS. 
EVEN THE DOCTOR {5 
SPEECHLESS . . LATER, 
THE ROGUES ARE 
REWARDED FOR 
\ THEIR GENEROSITY. 
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. . Don’t turn over any . «+ Take this thousand dollars 
money to them. ! still think of my own money too - and 
these men are frauds. invest it . . . and don't give me 

@ receipt! 


} 
They are not!...Andto — eo; 2 
show my trust in them even ( ‘ 


then light out. 


ie ' can’t let them get away 
We'll hide the money 7 
after the funeral . . . 5 


| 
| 
| 


tll hide it someplace . . . then run 
away ond write Mary Jane where to 
look for the money and to have her 
“uncles” arrested. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


Whe, UCK DECIDES TO HIDE THE MONEY OUT-OF-DOORS .. . FOR IF THE ROGUES DISCOVERED THE MONEY 
THEY WOULD RANSACK THE HOUSE. AS SOON AS THE HOUSEHOLD IS ASLEEP, HE TIPTOES 
TO LOOK FOR A HIDING-PLACE. 


SUDDENLY, HUCK HEARS FOOTSTEPS BEHIND HIM. 
HURRIEDLY HE DUCKS INTO THE PARLOR AND 
SPIES A PLACE TO HIDE THE MONEY .. . A SAFE 
PLACE THAT WOULD SOON BE CARRIED 
OUT-OF-DOORS. 


THEN HUCK QUICKLY 
RETREATS TO HIS ROOM. 


Was you in 
our room 
last night? 


‘These two men just arrived 


off the steamboot. They say 
they're the real Harvey and 
William Wilks! 
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Someone must of 

been. Our money 
was hid under the 
mattress. Now it’s 


Brace up, my girl. Uncles, poppyrot! . . 
You have your Here are her real 


uncles to turn to. uncles! 


How do you know? Just \ My brother broke 


because they say so. Why 
wasn’t they here for the 
funeral? 


his arm yesterday. 
It delayed us. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


story! They're the (ae 
‘We will sex 


frauds, not ust = 
first ones e... If you aren't frauds, 

are frauds! i you shouldn't object to letting us 
C F keep the money you were given... 


until you prove your innocence. 


But | ain't got the money. It 
was stolen. 


Arrest them! st 9 2 Peter Wilks had something tattooed 
restithe toy, raking OSs gO gy, on his breast when he was a boy. 
too! They‘re big mistake. we Soe The real Harvey and William Wilks 
auindlors? THEY'RE the ¢ G" \ will know what that mark is. 

: swindlers 


The tattoo? Why... why .. it's \f [No . . . it ain't. The Y 7 it | remember rightly, 

@ small blue orrow so thin you initials P. B. are {neither of those 

can hardly see it! d tattooed on him in marks was tattooed 
thin letters. 


++» They'll spend 
the rest of their 


= 
/ We'll tar and feather 
them! 


Tas Lip 


the corpse 
and look. 
Collar all four 


YY 
To be certain, 
we'll dig up J 


men and the 
boy. If we 
don’t find the 


OF THE COFFIN 


IS UNSCREWED. THE 
CROWD SURGES 
FORWARD .... TO 
CATCH A GLIMPSE OF 
THE DEAD PETER’S 
BARE CHEST. 
“INSTEAD... 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


A 


fay Well, I'll be .. 


\ 


A) wf 


Al) 
EEE LPT “tp 
Cut the raft loose! And : 
fet her slide! 


" ye Tryin’ to give us the slip, you 
Dauphin, That's the best J gli, = young pup! Soon as we git + 


aboard, we'll show yout 


) part of Hf 
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1 wasn't giving you the y — What else could the boy do? 
slip. The man who had When we saw o chanct to 
hold of me told me to Cen break away, we didn’t ask 
run... What else i about him? What I'd like to 
could | do? , know is... how that bag of 


We 


gold got in the coffin. 


you hid it there... 
planning to dig it up late 
and light out on me. =a 


17 
TIL kill you for that! J Vil murder you! 


THAT'S A LIE! You 
hid the gold! YOU 
DONE IT! 


FOR A 
MOMENT IT SEEMS 
THAT THE FRAUDS ARE 
GOING TO DESTROY EACH 
OTHER .. . BUT THEIR 
ANGER SOON BECOMES 
SPENT... AND THEY TEAM 
UP AGAIN, GOING 
ASHORE IN THE NEXT 
VILLAGE AFTER 
INSTRUCTING. 
HUCK. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


They said for me to meet them 
here and not to try to run away. 


But I'm going back to the raft! 
i 4 judy, Oi 


AFTER SEARCHING IN THE SURROUNDING WOODS, HUCK | i 
STARTS BACK TO TOWN. _ pamwams Be atccia init cot Ha, 
Did you see a darky, dressed on fi 
funny around here? ‘Bout so “Wf Phelps’ place. A man 


sold him for fo 
Bh dollars. ot 


a 
Now to find Jim ond get 
him out. 
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Yes‘m, and it it’s about time | saw my own 
blowed a nephew, Tom Sawyer... 
cylinder head. z 

We couldn’t 

Steamboat run love. 


Lize, get a hot breakfast ready ...We 
been expecting you for two days, Tom. 


TOM SAWYER! HUCK NEARLY DROPS AT THE Should [ bring dis Yes, bring him his 
SOUND OF THAT NAME, HE IS MISTAKEN FOR out.to de runaway breakfast. 
Jim? 


I wish I could see Sid, too .. . To think 
I never sow my own nephew ... and 
how is Mary? 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 
AS THEY LEAVE THE BREAKFAST TABLE, / 


Someone's walking 
HUCK HEARS A SOUND THAT MAKES li up the road. It 
HIM APPREHENSIVE . . . A STEAMBOAT f 


looks like Tom .. . 
WHIS' 


Tom may be coming along on the 
> steamboat now. | got to waylay him 
and explain. 
J reckon Fl go to town and fetch 
my baggage. 


Huck Finn! No... } Lain't... Feel 

can't bef You're of me and see. 
1 got a lot to 
tell you. I'm in 
afix.They < 
think I'm you.. 
so listen... 


Well, | never! How dare 
this impudent young rascal 
kiss me? 


I sure... I'll do like you say, ) 
Huck... and I'll also help 
ML you free Jim! 
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Sid, you sweet boy! WW" She decided the last }] AT THE FIRST OPPORTUNITY THE BOYS HUNT 
Aunt Polly never minute. Tom and 1 SY GEOR HIM. Re 
wrote me you were thought it would be fun \ ill, i Weim, 1 


fe ii “ ze 
be aii bir Acted Mm (| bet Jim’s in there. Maybe not. Miigie 


\y theyikeep a dog in 
there. < 
\. 3 aN MERE i 


a 


Does a dog eat watermelon? 
Let's boost ourselves up and 
look through the window. 


They keep Jim 
locked in. We can 
steal the key from 
this darky’s pocket 

. then run out to 
the raft and shove 
off. 


HUCKLEBERRY 


saw the bed leg in. ) the bed and slip 
half, and slip the { off his chain. 
—— chain off. 


got to dig Jim out! And it may take 
thirty-eight years! 


No ane rescues prisoners that easy. In We'll sneak a saw ; ve 
booifis they run all sorts of risks! . ie into him, have him \ to do is lift up 


That's too easy} Don't you want any —~\ W Yoh wants to see what 
excitement?.Next time the darky goes to Hin : s keeps in heah? . . . Com 
the hut, we'll go in with him . . - 


What did WHO Go ouf, 

say? ..No one } green snake, and only thing 
said anything. spit three times on it. will break 
You must be your spell. 
bewitched. 
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THE RESCUE PLAN IS DESCRIBED TO HIM. 


MYSTERIOUSLY THINGS BEGIN TC) DISAPPEAR. 
It sounds mighty 


y! } 


Di 2 - 
a. Wel Sotiahere = id anyone see my file? 
complicated . . . But you and tell you just what ape 
knows best .. . I'll do like to do. i] ) 


Jim will saw the bed leg with 
this and swallow the sawdust. 


V You want Jim to write \/ He can make marks. 
A on it? But he can’t even J Mysterious marks. 
\ it’s got to all look 4 
yery. mysterious. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


That’s awful! We'll have to pretend it 
aa . took thirty-eight years! ... And { got 
We'll be done in a couple \\ another swell idea . . - 
of nights. 


f it’s no fun rescuing, without 
someone trying to stop us, We'll 
send the Phelps'a warning and 
they'll be on guard. 
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If that is so, t got to SRY We'll take care of It’s good of you to 
stop them! / those cut-throats! help me, neighbors. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINK 


That means they've broke 
for the river. Call out the 


We ain't gwyne “Wf Sure... they're the: 
to make it! The \ Phelps’ dogs. They“ 
dogs are after jam y fu, know us as friendst 
ust : “ee 
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Praise de Lawd! We got to Y Tom's wounded! . . At last, I've been ina Sure... Just be 
de raf’ on time! But wasso 4 Shot in the leg! real fight. Save the quiet, Tom. You 
matter, Mars Huck? bullet that shot me, got to rest. 


game 


ill 
sinking . . . Go quick to the It won't. We'll hold the ‘i Ni 
next town and fetch a doctor, doctor prisoner while he let the doctor go... and we'll \} 
Mars Huck. Even ef it mean I get tends Tom. have escaped before he can do J 
catched. anything. 


My brother is very Shot himself in the ir... We wux 

sick, doctor. He shot _/ leg? out hunting on Spanish 

hisself in the leg. Island and camped on a 
raft. He musta kicked his 
gun in his dreams .. . and 
it shot himt 


, Your story doesn’t sound too 
| likely, but a life's a life. Come That canoe's too small for 
' on! , J | both of us. I'll paddle 

_ 7 over. You wait here. 


Vl kill a little time in 
town ... then go back 
to the island, even if I 
have to swim. 


Tom! Wher‘ve you been all this Where? .. Uh... Sid and I was I guess he | You come home 

time? And where's Sid? chasin‘ the gang that freed Jim ain't here. / with me, Tom. 
but we lost ‘em. Sid's at the I better We don't want to 
post-office to see what he can stay and lose two of you. 
hear. 
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AN HOUR LATER “UNCLE” . . And Sid stopped to visit 
AND “NEPHEW” ENTER A some friends overnight . . . e 
SOB-FILLED ROOM. He'll be back in the morning. 1 got to get back to 

, Tom. Gosh; what if 


She’s sorrowing over you 

and Sid. Don’t tell her Sid’s 
Thank heavens! ¥ 
Promise me you 
boys won't run 
away again. 


Uh... 1 thought 

1 saw’Sid comin’, 

Aunt Sally! Guess 
! was wrong. 


He's dead! Sade No ... he’s alive and almost 


well. He just needs rest. 


HUCKLEBERRY FINN 


THEM INTO 


He was with 
the boy... 
the black 


Where did you 
pick him up? 


That runaway’s a good man. | found him 
taking care of the boy .. . 1 sent him into 
town for medicine. He could have run 
away then, but he didn’t! 


len I came back 


~ HUCK RETURNS TO Well, | never! They even sent us 
the warning note! Such naughty 
- THE HOUSE TO FACE 4 boys ... but I suppose we'll 


A BARRAGE OF forgive you. a 
~ QUESTIONS ABOUT, 
~ HOW HE AND “sip” 

CAME TO BE WITH 

THE RUNAWAY. 

HUCK AND TOM 

“COME CLEAN” 

ABOUT EVERYTHING 

BUT THEIR REAL 

IDENTITIES. 
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She's fainted! What \ 
did she mean . . - AS HUCK LATER 


Who's Huck Finn? DESCRIBED IT, 
THE PHELPS AT 
THAT MOMENT 
BECAME THE 
“MOST MIXED- 
UPEST-LOOKING. 
PEOPLE” HE HAD 


TOM’S AUNT POLLY... 


I came on a surprise visit... 
Why .. Why .. . Huck Finn! 


EVER SEEN... 
UNTIL HE TOLD 
THE WHOLE 

STORY OF HIS 
FAKED DEATH. 


THAT SETTLES EVERYONE 


ANOTHER LOOSE THREAD IS 
EXCEPT HUCK FINN. 


TIED UP . . . JIM’S FUTURE. 


Pap'll come 


The Widow Douglas died last Freet after me agin, 


week and in her will she set Hallelujah! 
you free, Jim! A 


She mean’s she’s goin’ to 

.. and ! can't stand it . . Studyin’, 
prayin’, bathin’ ...1 KNOW .. 1 BEEN 
THERE BEFORE! 


BUT HUCK IS STILL FACED WITH A FATE WORSE 
THAN DEATH! 


Silas, 1 know just what we'll do about 
this dear boy. We'll adopt him, send 
him to school, and make a real little 
gentleman of himt 


M A RK TW. A IN: 
GREAT AMERICAN HUMORIST 


Samuel Langhorne Clemens, American humor- 
Ist and author, was born at Florida, Miss., on 
November 30, 1830. As ‘he grew up, he had 
various jobs. . n printer, river pilot, 
and miner: none of which particularly satisfied 


him. 


In the early 1860's, he decided that he would 
try his hand at writing. First, in the fashion of 


many writers at that time, he adopted a pseudo- 
nym—Mark Twain; and then Reni roipiaihuner 


ed that he didn’t like it a 
all—but sold it, and. 


ered that everybody 
did. The story made hin 


him to write a series of let. 
ters descriptive of a 
pean trip. These were lat 
published in book form un:- 
der the title of The I 


Arthur's Court, and he “Man Who Corrupted 
Hadleyburg. He published one pessimistic novel 
—The Mysterious Stranger—but the majority of 
Clemens’ novels were humorous. 


Strangely, ‘though, Mr. Clemens never consid- 
ered himself a humorist. All of his books started 
out as moderately serious stories — the humor 
“somehow managed to creep in.” 


Some of these pieces of humor are still widely 
quoted. Here are a few of this writer's favorites: 


{‘m quite sure that ...-$ have no race pre| 
dices, and | think | have no color prejudices, no 
creed prejudices, nor caste prejudices. Indeed, 
know it. | can stand any society. All that | cart 
to know is that a man is a human being—that is 
enough for me;-he can‘t.be any worse. 

* * * 

Presently Mr. Bixby turned to me and. said: 

What is the name of the first point above N 


able to answer prompt! 
{4did. 1 said I didn’ 


roll, (whose real name, in- 
gidentally was Charl 
utwidge Dodgson). 


as a lecturer—and once succeeded in what w 
then considered an impossible task; — making 
Ulysses S. Grant laugh! 


In 1907, Samuel Clemens reached the pea 
of his career when a degree was conferred upor 
him by Oxford University. He died several years 
later, on April 21, 1910. 


AIR SPIES, THEIR MISSIONS — \ 
THEIR ACCOMPLISHMENTS 


Every military step the Allies take, whe- 
ther the actual bombing or contemplated 
invasion of enemy territory, has as a basis 
of its preparation and ultimate success o1 
failure the reports of Allied Air Spies. 


These are pilots engaged in a danger: 
ous job—that of combining great adven- 
fure and resourcefulness with scientific 
accuracy. These boys are our photo recon: 
naissance experts. They are rightfully cal: 
led the “eyes” of our army, navy and air 
corps chiefs-of-staff for, 
on the intrepidity and 
accuracy of their mis- 
sion so much depends. 


Though they drop no 
bombs, their mission is 
deadly for the enemy 
because they take pic- 
tures of everything im- 
portant to the Allied 
Military plan for pro- 
cedure — everything vi- 
fal to the enemy—such 
as damage done on air 
raids, movements of 
enemy troops, installa- 
tions, terrain, location 
of the fleet, air bases, 
etc. 


The picture takers are called “Focus 
Cats”. A “cat” is the pilot, too, and has 
more jobs than a bomber pilot. Not only 
must he at times, watch out for enemy 
planes and dodge anti-aircraft guns, but 
he must handle his own radio communica- 
tions, check constantly on the weather, 


which is such an important part of his job, 
and toke care not to leave a “va il” 
which would be a giveaway, These trails 
are composed of ice particles and are 
made by the passage of a plane through 
subzero air. 


The pilot has no bombsight; nothi 
his battery of cameras to give him 
cation of his objective in perfect 
Many times he will lose sight of his o! 
ive, and under those circumstances is for 
to fly over it again and 
| again before he can: de 
just the camera to the 
proper focus in order to 
photograph it, Yet, 
most of the time he 
brings back the pic- 
tures! 


The Nozis are on the 
lookout for these “cat” 
fellows. They hove 
standing patrols over 
the European theater of 
war, trying to trap 
them. One “Focus Cat”, 
First Lieutenant George 
F, Owen, of Redsto 
Montana, was ove! 
cupied France, crui 
in search of his target area. All of a sud- 
den, seemingly out of nowhere, four enemy 
fighters closed in on him. He zigzagged 
over a radius of one hundred miles, but 
the enemy planes chased him over every 
inch of the way. Finally, in order to shake 
them off his tail, he hod to fly in the op- 
posite direction of his base. Yes, he lost 


hem—but, with it, he also lost a large 

ae He was run- 

that it was a great 

for England, but he 

He looked again for 

, ae it, quickly photo- 

graphed the valuable area, turned and 

treaked for home. To conserve what lit- 

le gasoline he had left in his tanks, he had 

o fly over rooftops 'from whence he could 

ave been fired upon at any moment. 

However, he had thrown the Nazis into a 
state of utter confusion, 
and so fortunately 


on his flight, other 
what he gets on | 


So important is his work, that for forty- 
ight hours during the final stages of the 
1, action had to halt be- 


positions. The “cats” have covered at 
many as two hundred enemy bases in 
week. Even in the clearest weather, the 
photographs may not be too distinct b 
cause of obstructions, but the experts wh 
intrepret the pictures are trained to evalu. 
ate every microscopic spot . . . and the! 
are plenty of them. 


“Focus Cats” are told to keep their 
eras running—using up all their film on ti 
tric home because every bit of informatio: 

: they photograph is 


step ahead of th 


torpedo planes soon 
raced out and finis 
the warships. 


Yes, these Air Spies are vital to the All ies 
. and their job is most dangerous. 
Their only weapons are their camera 
and their prayers, 
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am TRONSIDES” 
\\ by Oliver Wendell Holmes - 


Beneath It ru 
And burst the 


No more shall eel vic 

- Or know the conquered k } 

The harpies of the shore shall pluck 
Soar 


The eagle of the seal 
shattered hulk 


hreadbare sail 
her to the god o 


A DAY’S WORK — HEROES ALL 


To the herolc thrill-studded pages of our war* 


history, new feats of tourage and  intreBigty are 
daily being added, f 


On land, sea and in the air, the flower of our 
American youth, in unparallelled acts of hero- 
ism, resourcefulness, cool, unadulterated. nerve, 
gives answer to the “works that make America 
tick.” 


Here is a shining and concrete example of a 
recent naval exploit of how our boys play the 
game of war, 


This “happened in the South Pacific. One of 
our submarines was on her way home for re- 
plenishment of sorely needed supplies after 
having exhausted her ammunition in inflicting 
damage of enemy transport, shipping and troop 
movements. Before surfacing, a careful peri- 
scope survey showed no enemy ships in sight. 


To the surface came our sub and “full speed 
ahead” was the signal that gladdened the heart 
of every man aboard. With good breaks, they’d 
be home in port within a few days. This would 
mean shore leave, complete relaxation, play, 
detters to and from home, and a thousand-and- 
‘one things that our boys imagine they'll do once 
they land. 


These were the thoughts, hopes and dreams 
of every man on that happy ship as the passing 
hours drew them closer to their base, 


But, 


Suddenly, out of the horizon, enemy destroy- 
ers, apparently coming from every direction, 
caught our ship unprepared and unable to give 
battle. 


r 
He Ba thinking made our commander 
realize he extremely dangerous predicament he 
was in and, acting on impulse, gave orders to 
submerge. Responding to the command, the mo- 
tors seemed living, human things, as in reverse, 
they quickly started the ship's descent. 


What seemed interminable hours to the crew 
were but a few minutes before our sub rested 
on the ocean’s floor, Promptly shutting off all 
motors, they lay there, tenseness permeating 
every member of the crew. Had they escaped? 
Was the enemy outwitted? Will they see port af- 
ter all? Anxious, terrifying thoughts ran through 
the minds of every member of the crew. 


The answers quickly came, The enemy, calcu- 
lating the position at which we had submerged, 
soon sent down a barrage of depth charges 
(ash-cans) and the detonations seemed to loosen 
every rivet qn our craft and make every piece 
of armor plate quiver.’ 


But for the sturdiness of our sub, the courage 
and resourcefulness of its commander and crew, 
the end might easily have come right then and 
there. 


However, Tojo’s warriors hadn't reckoned with 
some of the tricks we, too, can play; that while 
“down”, we weren't “out”. Our skipper, fearing 
that it would be but a matter of minutes before 
an enemy “ash-can” would strike its mortal blow 
ordered the discharge of oil from a spare tank 
as well as bits of clothing and furnishings driven 
from a torpedo tube—and then, waited. 


The oil slick spread over the water's surface, 
and the floating debris added to the realism of 
a destroyed submarine. Cautiously the enemy 
destroyers circled the area of the oil-calmed 
water, their observers tricked and lulled into a 
false sense of success. With “banzais” echoin 
and re-echoing over their apparent victory, they, 
speedily steamed away. 


‘ es 


Our commander's quick thinking had saved 
the day. Soon, “up periscope” and a careful sur- 
vey in all directions. Then, the “all clear’—“sur- 
facing” and “full speed ahead” to port-HEROES 
ALLI 


‘ STEVE DALE 


Don't miss THE NEXT ISSUE: of 


CLASSIC COMICS 


Featuring that spine-tingling, blood-curdling, 
romantic, and adventurous story of 


The CORSICAN BROTHERS 
by ALEXANDRE DUMAS 


Over 300 four color 
illustrations. 
e 


60 pages, chock 
full of exciting, 
chilling, thrilling, 


Re jour Co} 
adventures. eserve y' P) 


with your favorite 
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in four colors, : 
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IVANHOE ROBIN HOOD 

THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO | ARABIAN NIGHTS 
THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS =| _—_‘LES MISERABLES 

MOBY DICK ROBINSON CRUSOE 


SEND THEM TO THE BOYS IN THE SERVICE . . THEY RELAX WITH CLASSIC COMICS. 


GILBERTON CO. ®_—«5110 Sixth Avenue ® New York 11, N 


